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deer* It is beyond the scope of voluntary organi-
sations to do more than ameliorate their
needs, though they can usefully put pressure
on lethargic authorities to take defence mea-
sures which should have been started months
ago;

Feeling too weary to struggle again with the
complications of shattered Tube and 'bus routes,
my friend and I return by taxi to the comparative
presentableness of Marylebone. Our journey
back through the East End and the City resembles
a nightmare fantasy by BL G. Wells. In the
Mile End Road, every other house seems to
have been demolished; again and again we
encounter forlorn little processions of office
workers, suitcases in hand, who have been driven
from their homes or business premises by time-
bombs. The narrow' City streets involve a maze
of temporary detours; craters int the roads are
surrounded by uncleared heaps of bricks and
stones; yawning gaps appear where banks and
warehouses have stood. In the Euston Road
we run into a traffic-block which crawls towards
Marylebone. Eventually, in spite of the skeleton
of Madame Tussaud's and the blackened facade
of Chilton Court, we feel that we have returned
to civilisation. Soon we are to learn that the
remnants of civilisation are themselves only tem-
porary.